A Midfommer nighcs Dreame. 

What wicked and difTemblingglaffeofmine, 

Made me compare with Hermias fphery eyne ? 

But who is here, Lyfa.nd.er on the grouud ? 

Dead or afleepe? I fee no blood, no wound, 

Lyfander ^ if you liue,good fir awake. 

Lyfknd run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparant Helena, nature fhewes arte, 

That through thy bofome makes me fee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrim ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to peri fh on my fword ! 

Hel . Do not fay fo Lyfander , fay not fo : 

What though he loue your Hermia ? Lord, what though > 
Yet Hermia, ftill loues you ; then be content. 

LyfC ontent with Hermia ? No,I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her haue fpent. 

Not Hermia , but Helena now I loue 5 
Who will not change a Rauen for a Doue t 
The will of man is by his reafon fwai’d : 

And reafon faiesyouare the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafon ; 

So I beingyoung,till now ripe not to reafon, 

And touching now the point of humane skill 
Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will, * 

And leads me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues fiories, written in Loues richeft booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne ? 
When at your hands did I deferue this fcorne > 

Ifi notenough,ifi notenough,young man 
That I did neuer, no nor neuer can, 

Deferue a fweete looke from Demetrius eye, 

But you muftflout my infufHcency ? 

Good troth you do me wrong (good-footh you do) 

In fuch difdainfull manner, me to wooe. 

Butfare you well 3 perforce I muft confeffe, 

I thought you Lord ofmore true gentlenefle. 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Oh, that a Lady of one man refvs’d, 

chould of another therefore beabus d. Exit. 

Sh Lif. She fees not Hermia : Hermia, fieepe thou there. 
And neuer maift thou come Lyfander Deere; 

For as a furfet of the fweetefl things 

The deepeft loathing to the ftomacke brings ; 

Or as the herefies that men do leaue. 

Are hated mod of thole they did deceiue : 

So thou,my furfet, and my herefie, 

Ofall be hated j but the molt of me; 

And all mv powers addrelfe your loue and might, 

To honour Helen,and to be her Knight. „ Exit. 

Her. Helpe me Lyfander, helpe me ; do thy belt 
To plucke this crawling ferpent from my breft. 

Aye me, for pitty 5 what a dreame was here ? 

Lyfander looke, how I do quake with feare : 

Me-thought a ferpent eate my heart away, 

And you fat fmiling at his cruell prey. 

Lyfander, what remoou’d ? Lyfander } Loui, 

What, out of h earing, gone?No found, no word . 

Alacke where are you t fpeake and if you heare ; 

Speake ofall loues ; I fwound almoft with feare. 

No, then I well perceiueyou are not nye, 

Eyther death or you ile finde immediately . exit. 


Bot. Are we all met? 

gftin. Pat, pat, and heres a maruailous conuenient place 
forour rehearfall.This greene plot (hall be our ftage, this 
hauthorne brake our tyring houfe,and we will doe it in ac- 
tion, as we will do it before the Duke* 

Bot . rpeter quince ? 

Peter . What faift thou , bully 'Bottome ? 

"Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Piramui and 
T/j«A,that will neuer pleafe. Firfl ,Piramus mufl draw a 

fword to kill himfelfe; which the Ladyes cannot abide. 

D How 
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